Das Lied von der Erde of Gustav Mahler (New York Philharmonic, 
Bruno Walter, conductor; Mildred Miller and Ernst Haefliger, 
soloists; WNCN) 


"Ich wandle auf und nieder mit meiner Laute" and "Wohin ich geh'?" 
and "Man meint, ein Künstler habe Staub von Jade ttber die feinen 
Blüten ausgestreut" and the earth gives forth its song and Kodaly 
and Bart6k and Holst and Vaughan Williams and of course others 
have transformed that song into a national song and Das Lied von 
der Erde is a song for the world. And the earth gives forth its 
song and Saint Jerome retired to the desert in 385 A.D. in order 
to hear that song and the song of the earth is always the same 

and it is always different and anyone who has ever thought about 
history knows that to be true. Anyone who has ever thought about 
art also knows that to be true and anyone who has never thought 
about history or art can see that this is true if he thinks for 

a moment about any two things which are historical for example 

the Punic Wars and the War of the Roses or if he thinks for a 
moment about any two things which are aesthetic for example the 
Clouet Portrait de François pe and the Gainsborough Portrait of 
Robert Andrews and his Wife. The Song of the Earth begins in 

the autumn and "The mists of autumn build their blue wall over 
the sea;/ With hoarfrost covered, stands the grass;/ It seems 

as if an artist had strewn the dust of jade over delicate blossoms," 
and it ends in the spring and "The lovely earth, all, everywhere, 
revives in spring and blooms anew,/ All, everywhere and ever, 
ever, shines the blue horizon" and we are admonished "Doch trinkt 
noch nicht, erst sing"ich euch ein Lied! Das Lied vom Kummer 
soll auflachend in die Seele euch klingen." And when the seasons 
change we are reminded of that song. Klondike: "In the little 
house friends are seated, / Beautifully gowned, drinking, gossiping;/ 
Some are writing verses. ...0 see, beautiful youths at play/ 
On fiery horses, over there, over there at the edge of the shore, / 
Glistening from afar like rays of the sun;/ Between the green 
branches of the NSA Fresh youth is making its way!" And the 
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